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Whoe'er thou art, whom these delights can touch,
Whose candid bosom the refining love
Of Nature warms, 0 ! listen to my song ;
And I will guide thee to her favourite walks,
And teach thy solitude her voice to hear,
And point her loveliest features to thy view.

Know then,whate'er of Nature's pregnant stores,
Whate'er of mimic Art's reflected forms
With love and admiration thus inflame
The powers of fancy, her delighted sons
To three illustrious orders have referr'd ;
Three sister-graces, whom the painter's hand,
The poet's tongue, confesses ; the sublime,
The wonderful, the fair.    I see them dawn ;
I see the radiant visions, where they rise,
More lovely than when Lucifer displays
His beaming forehead through the gates of morn.
To lead the train of Phoebus and the Spring.

Say, why was man so eminently raised
Amid the vast creation ; why ordain'd
Through life and deatli to dart his piercing eye,
With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame ;
But that the Omnipotent might send him forth
In sight of mortal and immortal powers,
As on a boundless theatre, to run
The groat career of justice ; to exalt
His generous aim to all diviner deeds ;
To chase each partial purpose from his breast:
And through the mists of passion and of sense,
And through the tossing tide of chance and pain,
To hold his course unfaltering, while the voice
Of Truth and Virtue, up the steep ascent
Of Nature, calls him to his liigh reward,
The applauding smile of Heaven ? Else wherefore
In mortal bosoms this unquenched hope,    [burns
That breathes from clay to day Hublimcr things.
And mocks possession ? wherefore darte the mind,
With such resistless ardour to embrace
Majestic forms j impatient to be free,
Spurning tho gross control of wilful might;
Proud of the strong contention of her toils ;
Proud to bo daring \ Who but rather turns
To Heaven's broad fire 1m unconstrained view.,
Than to the glimmering of a waxen flame ?
Who that, from Alpine heights, his labouring eye
Shoots round tho wide horizon, to survey
Nilus or Ganges rolling his bright wave
Through mountains, plains, through empires black

with shade,

And continents of sand ; will turn his gaze
To mark the windings of a scanty rill
That murmurs at his feet ? The high-born sou I
Disdains to rest her heaven-aspiring wing
Beneath its native quarry.w Tired of Earth
And this diurnal scene, she springs aloft
Through fields of air ; pursues the flying storm ;
Rides on the vollied lightning through the hoavcmB;
Or, yoked with whirlwinds and the northern blast,
Sweeps the long tract of day.   Then high aho soars
The blue profound, and hovering round the Sun
Beholds him pouring the redundant stream
Of light; beholds his unrelenting sway

Bend the reluctant planets to absolve
The fated rounds of Time.    Thence far effused
She darts her swiftness up the long career
Of devious comets ; through its burning signs
Exulting measures the perennial wheel
Of Nature, and looks back on all the stars,
Whose blended light, as with a milky zone,
Invest the orient.    Now amazed she views
The empyreal waste, where happy spirits hold,
Beyond tins concave heaven, their calm abode ;
And fields of radiance, whose unfading light
Has travell'd the profound six thousand years,
Nor yet arrives in sight of mortal things.
Even on the barriers of the world untired
She meditates the eternal depth below ;
Till half recoiling, down the headlong steep
She plunges ; soon o'crwliehn'd and swallowed up
In that immense of being.    There her hopes
Rest at the fated goal.   For from the birth
Of mortal man, the sovereign Maker said,
That not in humble nor in brief delight,
Not in the fading echoes of Renown,
Power's purple robes, nor Pleasure's flowery lajr,
The soul should find enjoyment : but from these
Turning diadainful to an equal good,
Through all the ascent of thing** enlarge her view.
Till every bound at length should disappear,
And infinite perfection close the scene.

FROM THE   SAME.
Final cause of our pleasure in Beauty*

THEN toll rnc, for yc know,
Docs Beauty ever deign to dwell whore health
And active HBO arc strangers I Is her charm
ConfeBs'd in aught, whono Eiost peculiar cnda
Are lame and fruitless \ or did Nature mean
TluK pleasing call the herald of a Ho ;
To hide tho whamo of discord and disease,
And catch with fair hypocrisy the heart
()f itllo faith 1 0 no ! with better cares
Tho indulgent mother, COTIHCIOUB how infirm
Her offspring tread the paths of good and ill,
By this illustrious image, in each kind
Still most illustrious where tho object holds
Its native powers most perfect, Hhe by this
Illumes the headstrong impulse of desire,
And HiuictifioB his choice.    The generous glebe
WhoBo bosom Rinilos with verdure, tho clear tract
Of streams delicious to tho thirsty soul,
The bloom of nectar'd fruitage ripe to sense,
And ovcry charm of animated things,
Are only pledges of a state sincere,
The integrity and order of their frame,
When all is well within, and every end
Accomplished. Thus was Beauty sent from Heaven
The lovely xninistress of truth ami good
In this dark world : for truth and good avo one,
And Beauty dwells in them, and they in her,
With like participation.